OUT  OF  GREAT TRIBULATION            l8l

in a low voice ; " he's drunk." (Muzloom did not under-
stand French).

"What for?"

The Samian giggled.

I felt a curious inclination to remain, in order to see
what would happen, but drugged though I was, I was
not such a fool.

I moved slowly to the door. Holding on to it, I looked
back : the Commandant had thrown his fez on the floor
and was lying on the Samian's divan with his tunic and
the top of his breeches open : he had uncorked the bottle
of Mavrodaphne and was sniffing it and smacking his
lips.

Then I stumbled downstairs.

The sentry was waiting for me in the street. Drawing
breaths of good clean air, I began to feel much better.
But the Samian caught up with me before I reached my
house.

" You ought to come back/5 he said. " Muzloom is in
an amusing mood.55

" No. I'm sleepy."

" Well, is there anything you want to get out of him ? "

So the opportunity had come ! My brain worked
quickly.

" Yes, there is, but you can ask him better than I.
Listen. You know I used to box. Well, I injured my nose
rather badly, and now I can't breathe through my right
nostril. Any doctor will certify that I have a bone twisted
in it, but only a good surgeon can put it right by an
operation.55

" I see,55 said the Samian, " you want to go to Con-
stantinople ?55

" Exactly. Can it be arranged ? "